I had to create my own fairy tale, for a college writing class assignment.  I hate fairy tales!  So, this was the end product.  

The Zipper

On September 26, 1979, a beautiful baby girl was born to a loving couple, called the Westfalls.  They decided to throw her a party when she was one week old, and invited all of their relatives from all over the world.  All, that is, except for one.  Aunt Mildred (who was called Aunt Moldy behind her back) wasn’t invited to the special occasion.  In fact, the parents tried very hard to keep Aunt Moldy from finding out about the party.


Aunt Moldy was disliked basically because she was a slob and smelled worse than a heap of rotting meat on a humid day.  (The fact that she worked on a farm and had to constantly shovel cow manure did not help her situation much either)  The Westfall family tried to cut her off completely, but somehow it never worked.  Of course news spread quickly through this large extended family, and Aunt Moldy heard of the party in no time.  She was immediately enraged, and began to make plans of how to crash the joyful scene.


On the day of the party, everything was going wonderfully.  One hundred of the Westfalls’ relatives had shown up, and were all now dancing, drinking, and toasting to the baby girl’s health.  As the evening began to wind down, with everyone sitting in the banquet hall and baby Sapphire in her crib, there was suddenly a violent rush of cold air as someone burst through the doors.


When Aunt Moldy stormed in, everyone gasped.  They weren’t really surprised (there’s always at least one black sheep in every family), they were only trying to hold their breath before the breeze carrying her terrible stench got to them.  Aunt Moldy didn’t say a word to anyone, only marched directly to baby Sapphire’s crib.  She sprinkled a powder on the infant’s forehead, and proceeded to recite a curse.  Since Aunt Moldy was so unpopular with everyone, she had a lot of free time and got herself a degree in Witchcraft over the internet.


“What happens to a branch, when attacked by a clipper…by the age of eighteen you’ll be attacked by a zipper!”  This was Aunt Moldy’s curse (she got a degree, but I didn’t say she was a professional!).  Most of the Westfall family laughed at the obviously stupid curse, but Sapphire’s parents were a little naïve, and took the curse very seriously.  The next morning their bags were packed.  They moved to an Amish community in Pennsylvania, hoping to start a family business of potato farming.  There were no zippers anywhere, and the parents felt very safe.


This little family’s happiness lasted almost exactly eighteen years.  Even though Sapphire had been raised as Amish, she was still a little rebellious.  Sometimes after her parents had gone to bed she would sneak out into their shed and listen to a little Walkman she had bought from a tourist in the nearby town.  She had had a bit of allowance saved up, because she had been planning to buy new fabric for a quilt she and her mother were sewing.  But, the Walkman was something new and amazing to her.  She became very fond of several music groups, and heard on her Walkman of a concert that was going to be on her birthday.


Sapphire approached her parents about the concert, telling them she had heard people talking about it in town.  Her parents nearly died on the spot in fear for their daughter, and refused to let her go.  A typical scene followed…..


“I hate being stuck here, I hate potato farming!” Sapphire screamed.  Then her parents yelled back, “You have a gosh darned curse on you, it’s too risky, for Pete’s sake!”  Then Sapphire really started to scream, and finished with “I hate you both!” and her parents replied with, “You’re grounded!”  But Sapphire had already stormed upstairs.  She had quite a temper for an Amish girl, but remember, the Westfalls were notorious for their Irish tempers.


At one in the morning of September 26th, Sapphire’s birthday, she snuck out her bedroom window with a small suitcase in her hand.  She used the last of her allowance to catch a bus from town to Philadelphia.  The bus dropped her off in the middle of the city, and zoomed away.  


Sapphire was in awe.  She had never seen so many people, or so many buildings.  Big buildings, and so much variety!  Sapphire instantly realized that she needed something a little more stylish to wear than her suitcase full of gray Amish dresses.  But where would she get something?  She didn’t have any money!  The sun was just rising, and she had until eight that night to find money and clothes.  So, she went into a coffee shop across the street to ask for directions and advice.


When she walked into the shop, she almost fell over.  There were colored lights flashing, and “Dancing Queen” by ABBA playing in the background.  But this is not what surprised her.  It was the waitresses.  They were all at least six feet tall!  She sat down, afraid to approach anyone, and waited for a waitress to come to her.  Soon the tallest waitress started walking towards her.  The waitress was dark-skinned, and wearing a little black leather dress, with fishnet stockings.  As the waitress got closer, she saw that she carried what looked like a whip in one hand, and a pad and pencil in the other (of course).  The waitress smiled at Sapphire and said, “What’s your pleasure honey?”  Sapphire’s jaw dropped.  The waitress’ voice was so deep…and was that stubble on her chin?  The waitress was really a waiter (catch my meaning?)!  “Why sir…?…ma’am…?What big feet you have!”  Sapphire stammered, trying to focus on anything but the (wo)man’s face.  “The better to dance all night with, sugar!”  The large figure purred.  “And, pardon me, but your hands are so large!”  Sapphire knew she was being rude, but she was in shock!  “I need then for my line of work baby…That’s massage therapy in the back room, by the way.”  As the man said this he stepped a little closer and licked his lips, his grip tightening on the whip.  “And this whip makes it all the better to snatch you with, my dear!”  His voice rose, as did the whip, but Sapphire was out the door before the creature could do any harm.


Out of breath from her narrow escape, and feeling a little bewildered, Sapphire sat on a street bench to calm herself.  When she looked up, she saw a shop across the street called “Triple Trendy.”  After she caught her breath and regained her composure, she crossed the street and entered the shop.


When she stepped in the building, another strange sight was before her.  Three women were sitting behind a large office desk.  All three were blind, and all three were in wheelchairs.


“Is someone there?”  The first woman asked.  “Speak up!”


“Hello!” Sapphire shouted.


“You know, we’re only blind, not deaf too…” The second woman grumbled.  Overcome with curiosity, Sapphire just had to ask what had happened to them. 


“Well,” said the third woman, “it’s really quite sad.  There is no proof of this crime, since we are blind.  But, we all made fun of the boss’s wife, so she cut off our legs with a very big knife.”


“I’ve never seen such a sight in my life!” Sapphire exclaimed.  The first woman scowled.  She hated when people said that – it rhymed all too well.


“Well then, what do you want?” she demanded.  Sapphire explained her situation, how she was trying to come across some clothes to wear to a concert that night.  Now, these three blind secretaries were old and disgruntled and liked to stir up trouble.  They told her to go to a house on the other side of a large park, and there would be clothes there for her to wear.  What they chose to leave out was that the house belonged to an insane monk, who had been kicked out of the monastery years ago for wearing women’s clothing underneath his habit.  He was very possessive, and if anyone ever touched his wardrobe, he would fall into fits.


As Sapphire walked through the park, she met an elderly man who complimented her on her Nike Air running shoes (the mischievous secretaries had given her these shoes, knowing they would attract the attention of the crazed monk).  Little did Sapphire know that this elderly man taking his daily jog was that very monk!


He challenged her to a race to a river just past the other side of the park.  Sapphire agreed, thinking that perhaps afterwards, this man might be of some help to her in her present situation.  The monk yelled “GO!” and they were off.  The monk ran in a different direction from Sapphire, because he knew a tricky shortcut through the park.  As Sapphire was running, she spotted the little house that the three blind secretaries had told her about.  She figured the race wasn’t too important anymore, and ventured towards the house.  


“Hello?” Sapphire called.  “Anyone here?”  There was no answer.  She went inside, and found in one of the rooms the largest collection of clothing and shoes she had ever seen!  She began pulling things off the hangers and trying them on.  The first dress was too big.  The second dress was too small.  But the third dress, of course, fit perfectly, and it had no zippers!  With her outfit chosen, she focused on picking a pair of shoes.  Just as her fingers curled around a pair of black Italian pumps, a voice bellowed from behind her.


“Thief! My shoes!  My dress!  Oh, you’ve contaminated everything!”


Sapphire spun around to see the insane monk standing in the doorway.  He was so angry he was hyperventilating, and the large veins in his forehead looked like they would burst at any moment.  Sapphire opened her mouth to explain, but the monk charged at her in a blind rage.  Thinking quickly, Sapphire picked up a heavy wooden clog and smacked the monk on the head with it as he attacked her.  He fell to the floor, unconscious.  Sapphire then pulled a large suitcase out from under the bed, and stuffed him into it.  She didn’t want him to wake up and attack her again before she had a chance to leave.  As she was zipping up the suitcase, her finger got caught in the zipper.  It started to bleed all over the place.  She called her parents, and explained that she was bleeding very badly.  They said they would be there as soon as possible.  They hopped in their horse and buggy and started their journey.


The blow to the monk’s head had been fatal, and Sapphire was left all alone in the house.  She dared not leave for fear of getting lost in the forest of the park, and no one dared go near the house she was in, because everyone hated the crazy monk.  A week and a half later, when the Westfalls finally got to the city and located the house, they found Sapphire lying in a pool of her own blood, the platform shoe still clasped tightly in her hand.

THE END

